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FOREWORD

How long ago is it, old schoolmate, since two
“middlers” from Exeter rollicked down to New York
for an Easter vacation, and on an imperishable evening
glamoured their young memories permanently with
Augustin Daly’s company of players at Daly’s Theatre
and The Taming of the Shrew?

What a good and merry town was brown-stone New
York then, when one stood at the doors of the Fifth
Avenue Hotel to see the pretty girls from all over the
country parading by after the matinee; when the
Avenue was given over to proud horses and graceful
women; when there were no automobiles and only a
few telephones; when Ada Rehan was playing
Katherine at Daly’s and when those two Exeter school-
boys got the impression that the whole place belonged,
in a general way, to the Pefruchio who tamed her,
John Drew!

The earth must have swung round the sun a few
times since then, my schoolmate, for now comes that
gay young Petruchio before us with his Memoirs! He

v



vi FOREWORD

feels that he has memories to entertain and to enlighten
us; he has now lived long enough to have seen some-
thing of the stage and of the world, it appears. For
one, I am willing to read him. I have listened to him
so often since that ancient night at Daly’s; and though
the words I've heard him say were words suggested by
some paltry fellow of a playwright, yet I’ve had such
entertainment of the man, so much humor and delight,
I am even eager to hear him, now that he will speak
in his own words of himself and of his life, his art and
his friends. As to this last, though, he will have to
select with care; he could never tell us much of all his
friends, were Methuselah from birth to grave his
diligent amanuensis.

What he has played most congenially, and with the
manliest humor of his time, have been the réles of
gentlemen; and there is a certain thing about his book
of which we are already sure before We read it: therein
he cannot fail to add one more to the long, fine gallery
of portraits of gentlemen he has shown us; and this one
must necessarily be the best gentleman of them all.
And it will be the one we have liked best, ever discern-
ing it behind the others; for it was always there, and
turned many a playwright’s shoddy outline into a fine
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fellow. John Drew would play Sémon Legree into a
misunderstood gentleman, I believe.

The reason is a simple one: he was born with a
taste for the better side of things and the cleaner
surfaces of life. He has found them more interesting
and more congenial than mire, and if he should ever
deal with mire he would deal with it cleanly. Here
was the nature of the man always present in his acting;
and I think it has been because of that and because of
his humor—his own distinctive humor—that he has
charmed the best American public throughout so many
fortunate years. John Drew has been an actual feature
of the best American life ever since his youth—indeed,
he is one of its institutions; and there is a long grati-
tude due him. His Memoirs may properly be greeted,
in fact, as we should greet a birthday speech at the
banquet we are too numerous to make for him; that is,
with cheers as he rises to address us. And then as we
settle down to listen we may be sure we shall hear of
many an old-time familiar figure besides himself, for
John Drew has known ‘“‘pretty much everybody” of
his generation. His .gcncration still continues, it is
pleasant and reassuring to know; for he admits us to
the intimacy of this autographical mood of his long
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before the fireside years claim him. And he may speak
to us freely, with as good assurance as he has always
had, that whenever he speaks at all it is “among

friends.”
BooTH TARKINGTON

Kennebunkport, Maine.
July, 1921.
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MY YEARS ON THE STAGE

CHAPTER ONE

HAT a dreadful young man! I wonder what
he will be like when he grows up.”

The friendly audience that had come to the theatre
on the occasion of a benefit for my sister, Georgie
Drew, was thrilled with merriment when my mother,
referring to me, interpolated the speech above. The
play was Cool as a Cucumber, by W. Blanchard Jer-
rold, a one-act farce, and I was for my first appearance
playing the réle of Mr. Plumper. The time was
March 22, 1873; the place, the Arch Street Theatre,
Philadelphia, then under the management of my
mother.

Before my début the Philadelphia Inquirer printed
an announcement that I was to appear for the first
time on Saturday night. The article ended:

John Drew (my father) belonged to a school
of actors that is passing away rapidly and leaving
no copy behind, we fear. Of that school Mrs.

Drew (my mother) is a noble representative, and
¢
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we would like to hope that her daughter and son
are also representatives of it. Miss Drew has
appeared but two or three times upon the stage,
and the impression she then created was favor-
able. Her worst faults are her youth and inex-
perience, and both these time will overcome. Of
Mr. Drew we know nothing. But remembering
with profound gratitude the pleasure that the
mother and father of these children have given
the public, how great and conscientious an artist
Mrs. Drew is, and John Drew was, we trust for
their sakes that the old playgoers of Philadelphia
will unite on Saturday to give the young players,
just entering upon the career by which they are
to live, a substantial, hearty welcome. It may
be that for their own sakes they deserve such
welcome ; but whether this be so or not they de-
serve it for the sake of those great artists whose
children they are, and who for so many years gave
of their best to the pleasure and entertainment of
the town.

We know of no opportunity so favorable for
the public to show its respect for the memory of
the great dead comedian, or gratitude to his wife,
who survives him, as that which will be presented
on Saturday night.

The first lines that I spoke on any stage give an idea
of the self-possession of the character of Plumper that
I played in Cool as a Cucumber, even if they do not
indicate my own self-possession and confidence. I
was ushered on by a maid, a part played on that night
by my mother. I addressed her: “My name, did you
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4 MY YEARS ON THE STAGE

say? Oh! your master doesn’t know my name. I say,
you don’t keep the stairs very clean in this establish-
ment, Susan—your name is Susan? You look like a
Susan.”

I had approached my first performance with a great
deal of apprehension, but when the actual time to go
on came, I took the whole affair lightly and without
the nervousness that accompanies and should accom-
pany a beginner. In my case this is all the more
remarkable since I had never at any time played in
amateur theatricals, and I had not, even as a boy,
played at theatre.

My mother, who had picked out for me the charac-
ter of Plumper for my first appearance, went on in the
part of the maid that Plumper addressed as “Susan,”
just to give me confidence. She was greatly annoyed
that I took the whole thing so lightly. She said that I
was too good. I could not see what she meant, but she
gave me to understand that I thought too much of
myself.

As a matter of fact, I did think at that time—
though I kept the belief to myself—that Joseph Jef-
ferson would have just about three or four years more
as a comedian. Hard experience, countless rehearsals
and the playing of many parts, in which I was very
bad, soon dispelled any such idea. My mother, who
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had been acting continuously since she was eight, knew
that in the theatre success is not easy, though at times
it may seem a matter of luck. To do what she could to
save me from my self-esteem she interpolated at my
expense: “What a dreadful young man! I wonder
what he will be like when he 'grows up.”

The papers sensed that though the part of Plumper
called for coolness, suavity and assurance in all situa-
tions—not that the situations were so very remarkable
—I was a little too confident, in fact, a little too
“Plumperish.” :

The Philadelphia Morning Inquirer, after saying
nice things about the family, recorded: “He must be
judged, if at all, as an amateur, and, so judged, his
performance of Mr. Plumper was a very respectable
one. If Mr. Drew had been a little more nervous, a
little less sure of himself, we would have been better
pleased, but he carried off the easily won plaudits of a
most friendly and sympathetic audience rather too
jauntily.”

The same paper compared my performance to that
of Charles Mathews, the great comedian, who had
played the part of Plumper in the same theatre. I was
accused of smiling at my own jokes and the comic
situations in the part. The Philadelphia Transcript
said: “He never lost his self-possession,” and the
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Evening Bulletin: “Considering the circumstances,
his self-possession was remarkable.”

Of course I had known the theatre almost from in-
fancy. Early among my recollections are conversa-
tions between my mother and my grandmother about
changed conditions in the theatre, and that what was
going on then at the Arch Street Theatre in Philadel-
phia and Wallack’s in New York was very different
from the old days. These conversations between the
two actresses would always end with some such dis-
cussion as to whether it was the spring of '29 or "30
that they had played in Natchez, Vicksburg and other
places in the South.

This Southern tour seems to have been made in the
spring of 1829, for I have a volume of Shakespeare’s
plays in which is written on the fly leaf: “This vol-
ume, comprising the entire works of the immortal
dramatist, is presented to Miss Louisa Lane as a feeble,
though an appropriate and sincere testimony of her
extraordinary genius and intellectual worth by C.
Griffin, of Natchez, March, 1829.”

At the time that inscription was written my mother,
Louisa Lane, was nine years old. The act, Twelve
Precisely, which she played so successfully, seems to
have been a protean sketch or skit in which she as-
sumed five characters. There is a lithograph published
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in Boston in 1828, which depicts Miss Lane, eight
years of age, in the five characters in Twelve Precisely.
Of this performance at the old Chestnut Street Thea-
tre in Philadelphia one of the newspapers said:

This astonishing little creature evinces a talent
for and a knowledge of the stage beyond what
we find in many experienced performers of merit.
The entertainment of Twelve Precisely is well
adapted to the display of the versatility of her
powers; and in the Irish Girl she may, with truth,
be pronounced inimitably comic. Her brogue and

manner are excellent. The Young Soldier was
also admirably assumed.

In February, 1828, Louisa Lane appeared as Albert
to Edwin Forrest’s William Tell. The latter seems
to have been so pleased that he presented my mother
with a silver medal on which is inscribed: ‘Presented
by E. Forrest to Miss L. Lane as a testimonial of his
admiration for her talents.”



CHAPTER TWO

WAS born in 1853, and my birthday was Novem-

ber 13—the same day as Edwin Booth’s. 1 was
christened January 10, 1854, in St. Stephen’s Church.
This was my mother’s birthday. My godfathers were
William Wheatley, who was associated with my
father in the management of the Arch Street Theatre,
and William Sheridan, who as William S. Fredericks
was the stage manager of the same theatre. My god-
mother was Mrs. D. P. Bowers, one of the best known
actresses on the American stage and a great friend of
my mother’s. She played Lady Audley, East Lynne
and Camille through the country with great success.
I was born at 269 (according to the new numbering
709) South Tenth Street, Philadelphia. Later we
moved to Buttonwood Street, and when my mother
took over the management of the Arch Street Theatre,
which had earlier been managed by my father and
William Wheatley, we lived first on Eighth Street and
then on Ninth, so that my mother might be near the
theatre which was at Sixth and Arch.

I vaguely remember the Buttonwood Street house
8
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and I know that it was to this house that my father,
a successful portrayer of Irish comedy réles, came back
from one of his several trips to Ireland, bringing with
him an Irish donkey that was allowed to roam for a
short time in our back yard and was then sold. This
donkey seemed to me to be a huge steed and is, I think,
my earliest recollection.

I cannot remember a time when I was not interested
in games. Riding was always my favorite sport. At
a tender age I was sent to Madame Minna’s Riding
Academy. I had only had one or two lessons when I
was thrown, and the horse stepped on the crown of my
hat. Before I had time to be frightened the riding
master put me back in the saddle, cramped my leg
down and said: “You’re all right now.” I think this
kept me from losing my nerve.

I do not remember when I learned to swim, nor do I
remember a time at which I did not row. I rowed on
the Schuylkill River and belonged to the Malta Boat
Club, of which I am still an honorary member. The
boys in my day played baseball, and, of course, we
played cricket, being Philadelphians. I was very fond
of fencing and took it up long before I decided to go
on the stage. In the Arch Street Theatre there was a
large space back of the balcony where we held fencing
classes. In my early years in the theatre fencing was
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a very necessary part of the actor’s equipment, for it
was supposed to lend grace to the carriage as well as
being necessary in so many of the plays. In later years
I won a fencing championship of the New York Ath-
letic Club. -

It is the house at 119 North Ninth Street that I
associate with my boyhood. It was a conventional
Philadelphia house, with white shutters and white
steps. We were not in an exceptional or fashionable
neighborhood. A great many of our neighbors were
Quakers. My chief playmate was Isaac T. Hopper,
named for his grandfather, the great abolitionist.
Next to us in Buttonwood Street had lived the Quaker,
Passmore Williamson, who was much interested in the
underground railroad by which slaves were escaping
to Canada.

Passmore Williamson figured in a sensational case
in the late fifties. Colonel John H. Wheeler, the
United States minister to Nicaragua, was on a steam-
boat at one of the Delaware wharves. Three slaves
belonging to him were sitting at his side on the upper
deck. Just as the signal bell was ringing Passmore
Williamson went up to the slaves and told them that
they were free. The slaves did not wish to leave their
master but a negro mob took them ashore. The legal
action and arguments resulting from this consumed
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much time and filled a volume. During part of the
time Williamson was defended by Edward Hopper,
the father of my playmate.

Young Hopper’s mother was a daughter of Lucretia
Mott. I remember so well that wonderful woman, and
how much she impressed me even then. With my play-
mate I used to visit her country place, which in those
days seemed so far out of town. It was at City Line,
and the Mott place was called Roadside. First there
was a long ride in a horse car to the North Pennsyl-
vania train. Here on one occasion I saw Lord and
Lady Amberly, who were interested in abolition and
the reforms to which Lucretia Mott devoted so much
time and attention. While I do not recall now any
of the conversations, I remember that it was very dif-
ferent from what I heard at home and most of these
people talked what the Quakers called the “common
language.”

I was taken to hear Wendell Phillips by the Hop-
pers and the Motts. | was impressed because they were
but I was really too young.

One day I came back from Roadside and told my
mother and grandmother that I had seen women sew-
ing on Sunday. In our own household the toys and
books of my sisters and myself were put away on Sun-
day. My grandmother was somewhat surprised that



12 MY YEARS ON THE STAGE

people would sew on Sunday. Her own idea of Sun-
day occupation was the Spirit of Missions, which she
read literally from cover to cover. My grandmother,
Mrs. Kinloch, had played in a number of theatrical
companies in this country and England, and had been
forced to withdraw from a company in New Orleans
because she refused to act on Sunday. Sunday per-
formances were then as now the custom in New Or-
leans. As a very young boy I can remember going to
St. Stephen’s with my grandmother, who gave the re-
sponses in a very loud voice which seemed to me the
height of religious fervor.

Before I was ten I went to a school at a place called
Village Green, which was made a military school while
I was there. Ihated to leave home, but going away got
me out of one difficulty. I had the greatest trouble
with my speech. I talked with that same accent or
intonation that Philadelphians, no matter of what de-
gree, always seem to have.

I can remember the extreme annoyance of my grand-
mother. She would protest to my mother: “Louisa,
I cannot understand a word the boy says.”

I would try and pronounce words as they told me to
at home. It was no use, and while I probably im-
proved somewhat under the instruction of these two
actresses, who had been trained in the old school of
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elocution, I was glad to escape to the street and my

playmates.
I spent my tenth birthday at Village Green. I have

a letter from my mother dated “Philadelphia, Novem-
ber 12, 1863 :

My dear Son: 1 received yours of the ninth inst.
today. Tomorrow will be your birthday, my
darling—you are ten years old tomorrow. All
your family wish you many, many happy returns
of the day. I can’t send you any birthday pres-
ent, as you are soon to come home. Sorry that the
shoes are too large, but if you can get along till
you come home, I will get you a pair to fit better.
Of course you can take your sledge back with you.
Take good care of yourself, and as it is cold early
in the morning, don’t waste time in dressing your-
self.
All send love. God bless you dear.
Your affectionate mother,
Louisa Drew.

From Village Green I went to another boarding
school at Andalusia in Bucks County, Pennsylvania.
Here four of us had a room together, and we had to get
up in turn and make the fire in a Franklin stove. I
was very young, the youngest boy in the school, and
particularly poor at fire making. When my turn came
I received jibes and advice from my three schoolmates
in their luxurious and warm beds.
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This school was a sectarian one, and a place with
some reputation in Philadelphia; but a friend of the
family, who had boys in the school, thought it did
not give a good education in the classics, and so I was
taken out of boarding school and sent to the Episcopal
Academy in Philadelphia. I do not suppose that I
was a very good student. The things I liked, Latin
and French, I kept up for years afterward. In arith-
metic I was shocking. Together with the other boys of
the day, I regarded my teachers as natural enemies.
Most of the schoolboys were in some cadet corps. The
older boys were drilling, because they thought they
might be called to the colors in a year or two. I was
the youngest boy in the corps commanded by one
Major Eckendorf; and there is a picture of me in uni-
form, taken at Germon’s Photograph Gallery, on
Chestnut Street, which has always been called in the
family “The Hero of Gettysburg.” This was taken
in July, 1863, just after the battle of Gettysburg.

My first recollection of an officer was not Major
Eckendorf, but my uncle, Edward Drew. On his way
to the front he came through Philadelphia and stopped
at our house. He was a captain in Berdan’s sharp-
shooters. He wore one of those Civil War uniforms
with long, blue frock-coat effect, single-breasted, with
brass buttons. He had long side whiskers called Pic-
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This photograph of John Drew was taken in July, 1863, just after
the battle.
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. cadilly weepers, which gave him a sort of Dundreary
appearance. He showed my father an entirely new
sighting device which was then being distributed to his
men.

School was much interrupted in Civil War days,
and my companions who had fathers, older brothers or
relatives in the war would disappear for a day or two
and then come back somewhat subdued and with some
evidence of mourning.

In a thoughtless way I felt somewhat out of things.
One morning I came down to breakfast to find my
mother and my grandmother in tears. My mother was
reading aloud a letter telling of the death of my uncle,
Edward Drew. He had been killed in action.

I hurried to school to declare myself in the “move-
ment”’ because I, too, had lost some one. My uncle had
seemed to me very smart with his brass buttons and
wonderful whiskers, but the satisfaction of being in
the “game” with my companions outweighed the loss
of an uncle that I really did not know. Still, the fact
that he was killed in action affected me more than the
death of my uncle, George Drew, who had been sent
back to Buffalo, where he died of wounds.

The fall of Richmond meant to us a half-holiday;
and then one morning on my way to school I heard that
Lincoln had been shot. I rushed back to the house to
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tell my mother, who had not yet left her room and I
knew that she could not have seen a newspaper.

Soon after this a friend of the family took me with
two companions to Washington to see the grand review
of the Army of the Potomac. Though this trip had
been planned somewhat in advance, the man who took
us had not procured places and for a while it looked as
though three small boys would not be able to see the
soldiers. Opposite the reviewing stand there was a
roped-off inclosure to which we were denied entrance.
We pleaded with the officer who stood there, and when
he learned that we had come all the way from Penn-
sylvania he let us inside the ropes, for he was a Penn-
sylvanian also.

In the grand stand, just across Pennsylvania Avenue,
sat President Johnson, General Sheridan and General
Sherman. The latter I was to know well later and to
see often at the The Players in New York and at
Daly’s Theatre.

I was greatly impressed by Sherman’s Army. The
wonderful alignment, the splendid marching and
bright arms were so great a contrast to the tattered uni-
forms of the men who had seen much service.

One other general I remember that day. Some fool
person in the crowd rushed outside the line, well
guarded though it was, just as General Custer, that
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wonderful figure with his long hair, rode past. The
bouquet that was offered to the general frightened his
horse, and the general was thrown on the Belgian
Blocks. He had a reputation of being one of the best
riders in the army, and when he remounted he made his
horse caracole just to show that he was master of the
situation.



CHAPTER THREE

N these late years, when I have been playing Phila-
delphia, I have made pilgrimages to the different
places that were associated with my youth.

My old school is one of them, the Episcopal Acad-
emy at Juniper and Locust Streets; the school has
moved out into the country towards Haverford, but
the building still stands.

I walk to Logan Square, where I attended a fair with
my mother in the early days of the Civil War. It was
called a Sanitary Fair, because it was held under the
auspices of the Sanitary Commission. I have an album
that my mother bought me there.

I go to St. Stephen’s Church, Tenth Street near
Chestnut, now in a kind of sordid neighborhood. The
church was rehabilitated a comparatively short time
ago. The last time I was there I asked to see the bap-
tismal register and found out that I was christened on
my mother’s birthday, January 10, 1854.

There was a young woman doing some work in the

church and, after I pointed out the entry on the regis-
18
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ter, she said: “Oh, I have something that may interest
you.”

She brought out a box containing a great many
odds and ends, and from it took a silver plate. It
brought back memories of going to Sunday School and
then being taken into church afterward and being dis-
missed by my grandmother, Mrs. Kinloch, before the
sermon. That silver plate had been on my mother’s
pew in St. Stephen’s for more than sixty years. On the
plate was engraved “L. Drew.”

I walk down and look at the front of the Arch Street
Theatre, which holds so many memories. It has fallen
on different days and has been in turn a German, a
variety, a Yiddish theatre.

My mother took over the lease of the Arch Street
Theatre in 1861, and the first play that I remember
anything at all about is one called Scotto, the Scout,
an ephemeral thing that was a concession to the great
interest in the war. I do not know whether or not this
was the first play that I saw nor do I know who wrote
it. I imagine that it was hastily fashioned from stock
material with a little added war interest. So far as I
know it was never done in any other theatre. To the
usual stock characters of the day was added the then
prominent General MacDowell and a number of

negroes.
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Another very early play I remember is Peter Wil-
kins, or The Flying Islanders. In this my mother
played the part of a boy and engaged in a two-sworded

From Theatre Collection, Harvard University.

THE OLD ARCH STREET THEATRE, PHILADELPHIA, WHERE JOHN
DREW MADE HIS FIRST APPEARANCE UNDER HIS MOTHER’S
DIRECTION

combat with a large, powerful man. Naturally she

vanquished him. I was seldom allowed to go back

stage, but we often entered the family box from the
stage so as to avoid the crowds in the lobby. My
grandmother usually accompanied us, and Friday
night was our theatre night as there was no school on
Saturday.
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Of my father’s performances I saw only a few. One
of his best parts was Gerald Pepper, in The White
Horse of the Peppers. Tyrone Power had been the
original Gerald in this play of Samuel Lover’s, both
in England and in this country. Gerald disguises
himself as a “spalpeen” and comes back to annoy the
holder of his confiscated land.

From an early advertisement we read: “The drama
is replete with such incidents and situations as are
required in stage representations, while the dialogue
abounds with just sentiment, genuine wit, pure humor
and natural pathos.”. The scene of the play was in
Ireland about 1690, after the Battle of the Boyne.

In the original version Gerald says that if his plot
fails he will go to France: “Many an Irish refugee is
there: for the Lily of France gives glorious shelter to
the exiles from the land of the Shamrock.” 1In the
Arch Street Theatre version this line was changed to
read that the flag of America would give ‘“glorious
shelter,” etc. The absurdity of this struck me, young
as I was, and I demanded to know of mother why this
change had been made. She explained that it was a
concession to popular taste, and that, of course, there
was no other reason for it. In 1690 there was no flag
of America, and the colonies were quite as English as
Ireland at that time.
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My father also appeared in Handy Andy, Knight of
Arva, or Connor the Rash, the Irish Emigrant and
Samuel Lover’s Rory O’ More, all successful and popu-
lar plays of the day. He did play other parts, and in
the Tallis edition of Shakespeare there is a picture of
him as Sir Andrew in Twelfth Night—a part I was to
play many years later in support of Adelaide Neilson.
But it was in the Irish réles that he made his great
success. He went to California by way of the Isthmus,
and from there he went to Australia and then to Lon-
don and Ireland. I have a letter from him, dated
“Melbourne, Victoria, October 17, 1859.” It begins:

I went the other day to buy a book for your
dear little sister Louisa and among others I found
this. I have cut these leaves out and send them
to you because they speak of a little boy named
John Drew.

This is written on the back of the illustrated rhymes
which begin:

Who would have believed it,
If it were not proved true,

That so pretty a lad
As was little John Drew,

The pet of his sisters,
The hope of his dad,

Should have such an objection
To washing and dressing—
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These verses go on to show how the youthful hero
of this sad tale degenerated until his clothes looked
like a coal sack:

His playmates forsook him,
What else could they do?
And at length a man took him,
What else could they do?
—Alas! Johnny Drew—

Upon soot bags, to sleep,
In a cellar so deep,

And bound him apprentice,
To work as a sweep.

Upon his world tour my father was accompanied by
my elder sister and my aunt. He came back to Phila-
delphia early in 1862, played an engagement of sev-
eral months in his repertoire at the Arch Street Thea-
tre, and in May of that year he died.

The Freeman’s Journal, of Dublin, printed the fact
of his death with black rules or borders around the
column. He was very popular there and highly re-
garded as an exponent of the Irish drama, which in
those days was romantic comedy and nothing like the
Harrigan and Hart Irish plays done in New York at
a later period;; nor were they at all similar to the Irish
Theatre of Lady Gregory and Synge.

I saw a number of early performances that im-
pressed me greatly. Three of these were by the greatest
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actors of the day. At the Walnut Street Theatre I
saw Edwin Forrest in Richeliex, and Edwin Booth in
Tom Taylor’s play, The Fool’s Revenge, at the Chest-
nut Street Theatre, and E. L. Davenport as Sir Giles
Overreach in Massinger’s play, 4 New Way to Pay
Old Debts. 1 also saw such popular performances as
that of Joseph Proctor in Nick of the Woods. And
then there was that fine actor William E. Sheridan in
a number of plays with the Chestnut Street Theatre
Stock company but I do not believe that I saw him in
any important role. Sheridan left the stage to enlist
" and rose to be a captain. He was wounded several
times and one of his wounds disabled his hand.

Our house in Ninth Street was visited by these men
when they were playing in Philadelphia, and Sunday
night there was almost always some one connected with
the theatre for supper. My mother had played in so
many companies and had been in the theatre so long
that the Booths, the Jeffersons and many others were
intimately associated with the family.

I saw both the Prince of Wales and Charles Dickens
in the “sixties.”” My grandmother took me to see the
former. He appeared on the balcony of the old Con-
tinental Hotel, looking not unlike the present Prince
of Wales on his recent visit. There was nothing to
suggest the rather heavy, bearded man who, in the
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summer of 1888, sent for Ada Rehan and myself to
come to his box in the Gaiety Theatre, Londo1,, during
a performance of The Taming of the Shrew.

I heard Charles Dickens give a reading from “Pick-
wick Papers” on his second American tour. So great
was the crowd that we were shown to our seats through
the stage entrance. My mother, grandmother, sisters
and Robert Craig, a young comedian in my mother’s
company, went to hear the great novelist.

As I remember, the reading was in the old Concert
Hall in Chestnut Street where, with the Motts and
the Hoppers, I had heard Wendell Phillips.

Craig was late by reason of rehearsing, but he ar-
rived at the reading in time to get what he wanted of
the Dickens mannerisms and intonation and appear-
ance. Craig had marvelous powers as a mimic, and
he was particularly good in his imitation of the novel-
ist. Nothing he did in the Arch Street Theatre was
quite so popular as the skits he wrote and in which he
appeared as Dickens.

Upon the invitation of my mother Charles Dickens
visited the Arch Street Theatre and saw a performance
of Ours. This piece of Tom Robertson’s was always
in the repertoire, just as it was at Wallack’s, and was
a great favorite of my mother’s. In asking Dickens
to come to the theatre my mother assured him that his
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visit would not be made known in advance, and that
he need not fear that he would be annoyed by curious
crowds. He wrote her a very gracious and charming
letter thanking her.

As there were no touring companies in those days,
plays were usually sold for the different towns. My
mother had an arrangement with Lester Wallack, by
which she had the first choice of all the plays that he
bought from the English authors. When she consid-
ered doing one of these, she would go to New York to
see the Wallack production and judge it not only for
Philadelphia audiences but with an idea as to its suit-
ability for the Arch Street Theatre company.

It was on one of these trips to look over a play that
I first saw New York, that is the New York of theatres,
hotels and restaurants. Before this I had been brought
over to see the Great Eastern on its arrival after its
first voyage by John Sefton, an old friend of the fam-
ily. The boat was somewhere in the North River as
I remember. We left Philadelphia early in the morn-
ing and went back that same night. John Sefton, who
accompanied me, had been years in the theatre and in
the days before the railroads, when it was necessary
to cross the mountains in a coach, he had been a mem-
ber of a stock company in Pittsburg.

When I visited New York with my mother we
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stopped at The Irving House, which was at Broadway
and Twelfth Street, and dined at Delmonico’s, that
celebrated shrine of epicures, then at Fifth Avenue and
Fourteenth Street. William Winter, who was then
and for so many years after, a dramatic critic, came
up and talked to my mother. Later, at Daly’s Thea-
tre, I came to know him very well. We then went to
Wallack’s to see Lost in London. Wallack’s was at
Broadway and Thirteenth Street, and the Rialto had
had not moved so far north as Union Square, nor had
Palmer’s Theatre in Union Square been built.

In Lost in London Madelaine Henriques was the
leading woman. She was one of the first women on
the American stage to acquire a reputation for dress-
ing parts well. The part of Gilbert Featherstone was
played by Charles Fisher, who was a member of Augus-
tin Daly’s company when I joined it; and Charles
Rockwell and I, the two youngest members of the Daly
company, were ushers at his wedding many years after-
ward.

My mother’s company at the Arch Street Theatre
was considered a very good one and ranked with Wal-
lack’s in New York. The company remained from
year to year much the same. I remember a few of the
players: Robert Craig was first comedian, and Lizzie
Price, who married that famous actor, Charles Fechter,
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had at one time been leading woman in her company.
This was before I went on the stage. Fechter lived
at Quakertown, near Philadelphia, on a farm; and I
saw him a number of times both in the theatre and in
the country, but there was nothing to suggest the hand-
some young actor who had been the first Armand Duval
in Camille.

In my mother’s company was a man named Frank
Murdoch, a fine actor, who contributed to stage his-
tory by writing that famous play, Davy Crockett.
This play, which established Frank Mayo as a great
favorite, was really not a dramatization of the life of
the hero of the Alamo. The big scene of the play came
when Mayo as Davy Crockett put his arm through
the place in the door where an oak bar should have
been and kept the howling, hungry wolves out of the
cabin.

When I grew older and was allowed to go behind the
scenes and talk to the actors, I saw a great deal of
Louis James, who was then a handsome young man,
playing leading juvenile and understudying the lead-
ing characters. At this time the business in the theatre
was all according to very definitely defined rules; thus
there were leading men and leading juveniles and first
comedians and second comedians, old men and second
old men, first old women and second old women, cham-
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bermaids, now soubrettes, and leading women and
juvenile women. The first old woman might be any-
thing, from the duchess to a rag picker, but there was
no doubt in anyone’s mind as to who would play the
part.

When stars traveled in those days, they did so with-
out support—Edwin Booth, for instance. Booth had,
as I remember, a stage manager who came on ahead of
the star and told the theatre exactly what was wanted
and gave special instructions for the playing of cer-
tain scenes. This could easily be done, because the
lines of business were so well established. Then, too,
in those early days, the actors studied other parts than
those they were actually required to play. The reper-
toire was standard and made up largely of the plays
of Shakespeare and other classics. There were no so-
called society plays, and there was very little in the
theatre that had anything to do with contemporary
life. To study any one line of business was, however,
an education for that time, and all the actors absorbed
a great deal of the classic drama and the things that
pertained to it.



CHAPTER FOUR

‘ N JHEN my mother took over the management of
the Arch Street Theatre, it was all renovated
and was in pretty fair condition for the time, but it had
been built in 1827 and had an unmistakable theatre
smell that was unlike anything else. I do not know
whether this came from the gas fumes or the combin-
ation of the gas fumes and the new paint on the scenery,
for there was always fresh paint in the theatre in spite
of the fact that the scenery was not elaborate in the
sense of today. A good deal of it was “flats” which
were pushed on from both sides and met in the center.
One half might be a cottage and the other a green
wood.
Occasionally there was a play that was called “a
production,” and required, because of its elaborateness,
a good many extra rehearsals. One such, calle